CHAPTER   XI
A FIGHT IN THE HOUSE
MEANWHILE London Society, under the leadership of the
beautiful Lady Londonderry, who had been Vice-Reine in
Dublin and known him there, adopted Carson as its latest
lion, and delighted in his stories and his brogue. " He simply
must not lose it; it's adorable," said one lady of the gay
'nineties to another ; and he never did. Everybody wanted to
meet Mr. Carson in the social and political world : he was
said to be something quite new and charming. Lord and
Lady Londonderry did everything they could to give him a
welcome in London. " A great friendship developed between
us," said Lord Carson to me. " Anything like Lord London-
derry's kindness to me in those days I've never known. When
I came over here, if he had been my own brother he could
not have been kinder." At Lady Randolph Churchill's house
he met her elder son. The first meeting of Carson with the
last-named throws an amusing and prophetic light on the
Winston Churchill of later days. " I see," said this youth of
twenty, measuring himself against the tall Irishman twice
his age, " you've been remarkably busy this session; the
worst of it is that you are likely to continue to be so, as the
ship of State will be in very stormy waters so long as the
Government steers its present course."
Sometimes, too, he exchanged a friendly word with
distinguished political opponents. Sir William Harcourt took
him aside one evening at a political party. " You're a young
man, full of enthusiasm for your cause, are you not ? "
" Yes," said Carson. " And you put absolute trust in your
leaders and your party, I can see that." " Yes," said Carson.
" Well, sir," observed Harcourt, " sooner or later there is
going to be a terrible disillusionment for you : the Conserva-
tive Party, mark my word, never yet took up a cause without